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By Fdgar Saltus.
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Way There! for the Lord of Thornerhielm.

Toawak fhir day at 'Gbitlosa, a town In' Swoeden, forty-five years agn. But
tlie fair was ending, it was night now, yét a night bright a8 a nogn in
June. PBeneath a/sky that was pink where it-was not blue, through the

bare white strest of the town, back from the market place to ‘the square,
peasants were straggling, patting their fat wallets, fingering their thirsty
throuts, laughing i their great blond beards)

At a corner of the square s Zitl was singing. The pink of the sky was
tepeated in her mouth, Its blue In her eyes, At her side was a boy, The
gutliering markeimen' stopped and listeped. The girl's voice ‘motnted as
mounts 4 bird and higher, stralght to that sky and. then fluttersd down,
gradunlly, siot as a GLird, But as a feather. When it alighted the boy held his
hat and into it, from the fat wallets, a thin dribble of ore—the copper coin of
the country—fell. Some of the peasants ssparated amd passed on, Behind
thiem thepe were olthers,

“Way there for the Lord of Thornerhjeim.”

Across the strest Nils Andersson, o littde man with a long beard and the
restless eyes of & ferret, was making place at a tpble before his inn for 'the
magnate of the county. Wlhen, finally, the latter was geated he brought him
birch brandy and potted fsh.

At the corper opposite the erowd Inoredsed, Biron Thornerhjeim smmearsd
a Herring on a rusk and devoursd iv absently, hs.mind on other things. Then
abruptly, as lie raisod a gless to' his lips he put It down untouched. Across
the wiy the girl was Lossing u-song agein to the sky, yet this ume her voles
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Christine Rilsson.
the

@reat Queen of Opera, Goes Back to Sweden

And  Showers Gold Before the Inn Where She

Used, to Sing, Bare Headed and Bare
Footed, for Stray Pennies
45 Years Ago.

ONDON, Jan. 20 —Christine Nilszsan, the great nightingale of Swedeny
who for ticenty years charmed fwo worlds with her singing, went back
{o. Snugye, the kome of her futher, on her fifty-fifth vivthday, end -
vited the whole neiphborhoad to a grand entertginment. She vizited Lof-
hult, where her father once worked as a hived man, and gave another en-
tertaintent, and at Goftlosa she put wp at the inn iohere forty-five goues
ago she had sung—a bare-footed ohild—for pennies from the passersby,
Only in 1898 she scattered gold where she picked up pennies in 1853.

The peasants that circled the girl torned and looked at him and then at
each olher, but veiy griavely, for who was calling? Who was Jenny Lind®?
But the girl knew, She flushed, motigned: to the boy. crossed the strest and

*“Yep, Mr. Baron,"

“g'he Baron looked her up &nd down, Her frock was ragged. She wors
nelther hat nor shoes, Yet, though bareheaded and barefooted, she was just
that type of radiant maldenhood which the Baltlc provides. In the polar
blue of her eyes were glints of the aurora. In the tangles of her halr was
the crocus of the dawn. Tt wsas mot these things though the Baron was con-
gidering. It was her throat. .

sWhat do you mean by having a volce like that?” he shouted.

From over the way the pesasants had followed, wonderingly, but gravely
sti1l. :

“Who are you?' the Baron continued. “Who Is that boy with you? How
old are you? What is your neme? Why 8id you come when I called Jenny
Lind? Answer me." 3

From the glil's face tha flush now had gone, From the sky, too, the pink
had faded. Both were pale, _

“Yes, Mr. Baron,” she lsped. “I am just thirteen. My father is. Olat
Wilesoh, At fairg and weddings it Is he who plays and I who sing. It is he
who taught me. He, teo, calls me Jenny Lind. But my DRme ls Stina., Carl
{< my brother. We live over thers, at Wexib, in the parish of Vedorslozfs, We
aroe going back there now.

“You are golng to Stockholm with me” the Baron shouted. “You shan’t
sing at fairs. You shan't sing @t weddings. What Is more, you Aon't know
how. But you shall know, and when you do, it Is not & parish that shall
hear you, but the world.” . .

Caurl elapped-his hands. Stina’s face lightened.

“and shall I have fine dresses, Mr, Baron?” she asked., “Shall T haye
fine. furs?® And shall T be rich? Can I go wherever I wish to? Once my
father said 0. Often T dream It. Do dreams come true?

The baron laughed., “Rich?” he bawled. “When you come hadk here, i
ever you do, you will be richer than I and more famed than the Quaen,
Where §a it you sald you live?”

“At Wexlo, Mr, Baron, but'—

The Baron turned. “Nils,” he shouted. “Nils Andersson!

At hiS eibow, like a kobold sprung from the ground, the little ferret-cyed
{nnkeeper-appeared, "

«Call my people. Fetch my horses, and say good-by to thie child, Tor
I am taking her to say gopd-by to her home™

A moment and there were men and there were horses, and at once, as tha
Baron, the children on either side, took the relms, Nils Andersson waved back
the circling peasants: and bravely, in imitation perhaps of the Baron’s voles,
shouted:

“Way there for the Lord of Thornerhjelm.”
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Such Ts Her LCadyship's Pleasure.

HROUGH the white street, back {rom the market place, peasanls wers
hurrying, fingering their thirsty throats, Jaughing In thelr groat bluml:
beards. It was fair day, But the fair was over and in the square taliles

In a Kiosque musicians wers playing. For all coméra there was

dgneing, for rll there were cakes, meats and corn brandy. Before the hp

ctond Nils Andérsson’s son sxplaining 10 everyhody the rsason of the festival
and adding continugusly, by wWay of comment: “Such Is her ladysbin's
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plensure.” -
Above, from o witdow, her ladyship Jeaned. At sight of her a onp yas
flung in the air, then another, theén a third, Cries followed {_}mm‘ The squars
rénz with vivas, “Hall to our nightingale!” “Christine Nilsson foreveri® The
teaist of the orchestra raised & baton, waved It like mad, and auruptly, with=
out prelude, the musiclans attacked the brindisi from the “Traviata,” the opsia
in which she had first appeared. v
The uir is jubilicant when it does not hippen Lo ba the reverss
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reached the diva she bowad, as she had used to bow to parierrss of aivitls, and.

she smiled, as she had smiled ut them, but her eves were wet, Fuor smldy_.u:}}
she was hack -again, a slim, barefooted girl, singing ore from the Tt wallats
of the peasants in that square. : -9
Then, even @8 the scene returned, 1t was ousted by another, e yrlltvi:h hpid
opcurred ‘but six months later, and during which she saw herself I ag‘lll.
gown' at Storkholm singing before the court, That she had always (004 was,
er real debut, for after 4t she had been twken Lo the King sod kmu:dhy m
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